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Her body as well as her spirit fell now into a wordless prayer
to that white, floating, immortal creature. "Bury. oh. bury your
strange secret in my breast!" the girl's heart cried out. ""Bury it
deep, deep in my womb, so that henceforth to the end of my
days, something cold and free and uncaught may make me
strong!"
As soon as Mat Dekker and Mr. Geard were out of the house,
the former explained to the latter that he had an important visit
to make that night before he retired, "to a woman dying of
cancer near the Crow factory."
Mr. Geard seemed, in spite of this information, very reluctant
to part from the Vicar of Glastonbury. He proposed to Mr. Dek-
ker that they should stroll up Chilkwell Street together and take
a glance in the darkness at Chalice House. "Pd like to know what
you think, Vicar," he said, in his thick, unctuous voice, "about
my scheme for altering the old place. If I don't buy it it may
fall into the hands of the Papists again. And yet they're asking
a fancy price. Just come and take a look, won't you, Sir?"
Mat Dekker permitted himself to be led past the Tithe Barn
and up Chilkwell Street.
"What I had in my mind," said Mr. Geard, in a self-satisfied
voice, when they had skirted the high blank wrall of Chalice House
and had reached the particular garden hedge beyond which lay
the Sacred Fount, "was to build a wall here that would be worthy
of the Blood" He uttered this last word in a casual, matter-of-
fact way, as if he had said, "worthy of the view" or "worthy of
our age," and a certain flavor of unctuous gusto in his tone was
especially repellent to Mat Dekker.
"With an entrance, I suppose?" said this latter.
But it now transpired that Mr. Geard had not considered an
entrance. What he had been thinking about was guarding, pro-
tecting, defending, consecrating "the Blood," as he called this
chalybeate spring. He had been so preoccupied in keeping sac-
rilege out, that he had not considered how to bring devotion in.
Mat Dekker as a professional priest naturally had his flock
in mind. "You won't charge any entrance-fee, I hope?" he went
on. "Since the place has been empty the caretaker has been tak-